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wives sitting up very stiffly and waiting for their
husbands, who are at the telephones asking if Mr.
Murchison will be in or telling somebody that they
can offer 2,500 at 354. The other end appears to have
been annexed by a man with a vaguely military
appearance, who yawns a great deal but contrives to
look as if he has only to have two more to be tipsy.
It is the third lounge, at the far end of the entrance
hall, that is ripe for a murder. It is much bigger than
the others but hardly used at all.

Yesterday, I happened to be in the hotel about half-
past four, and so ordered tea. After waiting about ten
minutes, I asked the waiter where it was. *Tve put it
in the Brown Lounge for you, sir," he said, and then it
was that I discovered this mysterious room at the end
of the hall. It was closely shuttered and very dimly
lit, full of enormous chairs and settees, and there were
dim acres of engravings and photogravures on the
walls. I groped my way to a very large chair and a
very little table with a tray on it. The only other
people there were two old women who talked in
whispers; and if one of them had turned out to be
Dickens' Miss Havisham I should not have been sur-
prised. All the noises of the hotel and the streets out-
side were banished with the closing of the door, and
there was no sound at ail but the vague whispering of
these two old women. Usually I linger over tea, but
yesterday there was no lingering. It seemed like
eating bread-and-butter in a mausoleum. If ever I
want to murder a man, I shall take him in there.